N... 
. #-.. 7 * 


N. 
1 


+8 | 


N ED: ON TRU 


; 
So 


: * _— .» 


4 


. 5D. un L xy ad. 


Po ” 


Th ms O Shiling 39 


- 
3 
* 


* , we 
* 
* 
«. * 4 * N M Us 


N GH * . . 


* 
Ge . 


» | 5 W 
* W's i 
1 
W 
. 
8 © — : 
/ 
* 
> 
* 


Cane, * 
5 — 


P R E F A C E. 


E View of this little Piece is to 
Ir expoſe in its proper Colours the ge- 
gneral Vice of the Age; known ac- 

R249? cording to the various Ranks of the 
Perſons engaged under the various Denomi- 
nations of keeping, free-living and whoring. 
If the Gentlemen of Gayety would but con- 
ſider, what it is to be a Dupe and Cully to the 
loweſt and moſt contemptible Part of the hu- 
man Species, they muſt acknowledge the Ta- 
bles turned upon them, and that we married 
Men have the'Laugh on our Side. 

In order to give the unexperienced Youth a 
perfect Knowledge of this Part of the Town, © 
without the dangerous Experience of it, I 
was obliged to introduce ſuch Scenes as muſt 
of Courſe render the Piece improper for the 
Stage. Yet as it can do no Hatm, may and 
I hope will do ſome good; little regard- 
ful of its Succeſs in other Reſpects I have com- 
mitted it to the Preſs. And without further 
Preface leave the taſteful ſenſible Reader, after 
a fair Peruſal of it, with one of the Siſter- 
hood, to go and make a Meal with what Ap- 
petite he can, 
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COURTEZANS. 


ACT. 1. 


- 
» & 9 
W. 


 Crtassick alone. 


E LL, who would not ſee the World.. 
when it may be done ſo compen 
diouſly? It is but to mount Roan, 
take a Scheme to London, ſee a 
Play, from thence to the Tavern, 
ſend for a Girl, hear her ſing a bawdy "5 "i 
Soo, 6 or tell an inſipid Story of herſelf and my * 
Lord No-body-knows-who, and finiſh the Ram- = 
ble at Haddeck's; then you have ſeen the 
World. Nay, and tis an even Chance but your 
Dulcinea tips you the Favour, and makes a Gen- 
tleman of you. wiſh I had never come hither; 
and yet, now I am here, I ind ſomething ſo clever 
in the Place, that I have almoſt no Mind to go 
back again. The Entertainments are agreeable, 
the Wine 1s A anc the Girls e enga- 
© 


Pa 


4s * 
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To College to return, or not return, 

That is the Queſtion. Whether it be beſt, 

Survey'd in every Light, to bear the Rack 

And curb the Paſſion of illicit Love; 

Or to take Refuge in the open Arms 

Of Careleſs, that now courts the fond Embrace, 

And by indulging end it. To die, to ſleep, 

No more: And by that tranſient Death to ſay 

Weend the Heart-Ach, and the thouſand Pangs 

That Love is Heir to; is a Conſummation | 

Moſt warmly to be wiſh'd, To die, to ſleep ; 

To ſleep, perchance to dream: Ay, there's the 

Rub! | 

For in that joy-won Sleep what Dreams may come ? 

The Shrieks of injur'd Virtue; the loud Dun, 

Inſtant and rough; a Conſtitution fapp'd, 

A Fortune ruin'd, Reputation loſt, 

And baniſh'd all my flattering Hopes of Fame. 

For who would bear the Clog of College Rules ; 

The Hours, the folitary Hours that move 

On leaden Wings, no gentle Miſtreſs by ; 

The craving Powers of Love unſatisfied: 

When, as the Daiſies that the Margin paint 

Of Iſis, fair, and gay, and common too, 

The yielding Nymphs here wanton ? Who would 
ear 

TH impulſive Goad of Paſſions unobey'd : 

But that the Dread of Something after Love, 

Of Something after a long Life of Love, 

Shews penſive Thought the uglineſs of Vice; 

And leads us, like Alcides, in the Paths, 

The arduous, but the glorious Paths of Virtue. 


Enter NE Dp, croſſing the Stage. 


Hem! Ha! | 
NzD. 


A COMEDY. 3 
NED. 
Sir? 


Ctas$SICK. 
What, Ned! My good Fnend and a 
it you? 


NE b. 


Oh, your Honour's Pardon Indeed, at firſt 
Sight 1 did not know you. I hope Mis Careleſs 
pleaſed your Honour. | 


CLASS ICE. 
Which is the Way to the Hercules Pillar ? 


N=x0D. * 


Ah, Maſter, it's too long a Way for your Pil- 
lars to carry, you thither this Morning. Sally is 


not ſo bad a Bedfellow as that comes to: No, no, 
T Know that. * 


C4510. 


Which! is the Way to the Hercules Pillars good | 
Mr. Ned ? F ; 


NE y. 


And yet booted and ſpurred fo early ! Why tis 
_ fearce ten Clock; it don't look well. However 
tis not two Months ſince Sall was as good a Maid 
as any that fit in the Front Boxes, or go to Church, 


| CLrAaS$SICK, 
Poſſibly. 


Ne b. 
Nay I know it; I do, upon my Honour. 
B 2 | CLas- 


— [UCC ‚ ,‚ r W 
% 


«4 
1 


diuious, ſenſible young Fellow; and one who has 


; 
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CLASSICK, _ x 
Curſe your Honour: anſwer my Queſtion 
which is the way to the Hercules Pillars? 
NE p. 
Curſe your Queſtion; J won't. 
Exil Ned humming a Tune. 


CLASSICK. 


Laconic enough, truly. Quid faciam, aut que 
me vorlam, prorſus neſcio. I love this Wench, 
that's flat; and ſhe loves me, at leaſt ſne tells me 
ſo.— Faith, I muſt ftay—And yet, if I do ſtay, I 
ſhail be undone—Ay—no—yes—Well I will go. 


Enter SPRIGHTLY,. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Now is that contemplative Figure that is 
wheeling off there, with his Arms folded, and his 
Head ſo lovingly lolling on his right Shoulder, 
exactly like the very laſt Man in the World, I 
ſhould expect to meet with here: a recluſe, ſtu- 


upon mere Hear-ſay declared War with this un- 


wieldy Hive, and all the Broods of 'Follies and 
Fopperies that infeſt it.---It is him, it muſt be 
him; III fpeak——Ho, Claffick. | 
| | CLASSICK. 

What, Sprightly ? How does my good old Friend 
do in this Sink of Iniquity ? 0 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Nay, Jack, hold a little there; not much of the 


Friend, or I ſhould have ſeen you at the Temple we 
Sy ; this. 


- 


'" A COMEDY. 3 
this. But, in the Name of Goodneſs, what do 
you puddling in this Sink ? 


* 


CLASSTICK. 


Really, Sprightly, I came to Town but laſt 
Night, and as to what Good I have done here, I 
believe more People than one wiſh I had kept 


away. 
SPRIGHTLY. 


But laſt Night, upon Honour ? 


CLASS IE. | 
Upon Honour; according to the Phraſe of the 
SPRIGHTLY, 


Oh, we are all Men of Honour here; Gamblers, 
Pickpockets, Pimps, Chairmen, Bookſellers, and 
who not. | ; 

* 
CLASS Ick. S001 
J perceive it. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


But what the Devil brought you to London F | 8 LY 


CLASSICK. | * 
The Devil, I believe, and ill Luck. 


SPRIGHTLY. | 
Did you not write to me a Week ago— - 
= CLASS Te K. 
Tes. 


+ | a = SPRIGHTLY, 
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SPRIGHTLY. 


And tell me, that you was reſolved not to cruſt 
your Carcaſs in London, till you had abſolutely left 
the Lap of Alma Mater. 


CLASSICK, * 


I did. And, pray, Sir, is there any Act o 
Parliament againſt changing one's Mind? 


SPRIGHTLY, 


I believe not; though there is ſuch a multiplicity 
of them, ſo much doubling and winding in the 
Law, ſuch Quirks, Flaws, Salvo's, Sc. Sc. Sc. 
that though I give it you as my private Opinion, 
I would not adviſe you to maintain a Cauſe upon 
it—But to the Point: why booted fo early this 
Morning ; | 


CLAaASSICR, 
Becauſe I am going home? 


* 
When ? 


| Immediately. 
| = SPRIGHTLY., | . 


Tald me a Week ago that he ſhould not be in 
London this Twelvemonth,—came laſt Night— 


SPRIGHTLY, 


CLlaAasS$SICK. 


going away. this Morning In Truth, Jack, 
thou art an Oddity.—But why ſo formal, and ſo 
plaguy grave? | | | 


| CLASSICK. | | 
My good dear Hal, I can never find Anſwers 
for all the Queſtions thou pourelt in ſuch an Inun- 
dation on me, * 0 5 
| SPRIGHTLYy 


A COMEDYE..i* 2 
SPRIGHTLY. 


Why then I'Il find an Anſwer to the laſt We” 
tion myſelf--* Omne Animal”---ha ! 


CLASSICK. 


Pha, pſha; but I muſt be going, and ſhall be 
vaſtly obliged to you for your Company to the 
Hercules Pillars, where my Horſe is. 


SPRIGHTLY. 
In faith fo I think, 2 it is near three Miles to 
it. 8 | 
5 CLASS Lek. 


Oh that my Back was once fairly turned on this 


pretty, ugly, tempting, forbidding, pleaſant, abo- 
minable Place And when J come next to it--- ' 


Sr RIGHTLY. 


What then ? | _ 


'CLassIck. * | 
BY 1 my good Friend—Pll come ſee 


you, 


Gies 


Lour moſt obedient—But to be plain; if we 
ever were Friends, and ſtill are ſo, prithee unriddle 
thyſelf to me: let's know what rought thee ſo 
ſuddenly to Town, and what it is that hurries thee 
as ſuddenly away again. Reſerve is the ſure — 
noſtick of a waning Friendſhip; and when Frien 

ſhip is once in the Wane, no declining Beauty in 
this * wears away half ſo faſt. 


B 4 |  CLasS1CK, 
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CLASSICK. 


Well then, to be plain and brief, our Friend 
Worthy and Miſs Lovell 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Are, as I have been informed, this Week to 
enter upon their Honey-Moon. 


CLASSICK. 


I fear not : ſhe being under Age, the Conſent 
of her Guardian and good Uncle L—d Doodle is 
neceſſary, which, in Spite of all Sollicitations, he 
has obſtinately refuſed. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


For what Reaſon? 


CLASSICK, 
Becauſe he would refuſe it. 1 2 4 


* SPHRIGHT Lx. 

And I believe a better Reaſon his Lordſhip is 
not capable of giving. 5 | 

CLASSICK. | 

Three Days ago he wrote to Worthy to come up 
to Town, bring his Inſtruments with him, and the 
Aſſair ſhould be finiſhed. You who know me will 
eafily judge that I was ſoon prevailed on to attend 
Worth) even to London on ſo agreeable an Errand 
as that of ſeeing a Friend made happy. As ſoon 
as we arrived and had dreſſed, I attended my 
Friend to his Lordſhip's Houſe, that as there were 
Papers to be ſigred and witneſſed, I might have 
the Pleaſure of ſetting my Hand to his Happineſs. 
After a hundred infolent Airs, ſtupid Il — 

| 00 


A COMEDY. 1 
fooliſh Queſtions, with which my Stock of Patience 
was quite ——— ſtacing me full in the Face 
with his goggle Eyes, his Emptineſs aſked me, 
who was the richeſt Man in our County? I told 
him, the wiſeſt Man. And who is that, you, 
«* Sir? No indeed, my Lord, I believe it is nei- 
ther you nor I. High Words on his Side enſued, 
his Choler roſe, his blue Veins ſwelled, he ſtamped, 
he ſwore : his Chariot was ordered to the Door, the 
Writings unſigned, Yorthy juſt ſaved from the Fire, 
'and we, without Keply, were forced to take our: 
ſelves Bs ... 12 


Sie id. 
And ſo Worthy has loſt his Miſtreſs ? 


— wr - - - . — 


CLASSICK. 


No, no; ſhe may be his Miſtreſs {till ; but I 
am deviliſhly afraid he has for one whole Twelve: | 
month loſt his Wife. WY 

SpRIGHTLY. * 

And prithce, Fack, as often as you meet with a 

Fool, you * a Conſcituge of telling him he 


one! ** 1 
is 1 ty e \» 


CLASSICK. * 


Why, lookye, Horry, unleſs nes tell him 
ſo, he will never know it; and without knowing 
that he is a Fool, he will never be able to conceal 
one ſingle Grain of his F olly from the World : 
mags in this I muſt think I act a moſt Cy 

ure 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Then] faithfully and honeſtly adviſe thee, ack, 


| if thou haſt any Regard for thy Guts, never > 
I e. 
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the future, to let your Friendſhip carry you ſo far; 
tor you may ſome Day or other meet with a ſurly 
Fool, that will thank you with the Point of his 


Rapier. | 
Enter AIR. 


CLASSICK., 


Ah! Well met Gentlemen both ; good Morn- 
ing to you. 


1 


Cap tain Airy, good Morrow ! Tis an Age ſince 
I ag the Pleaſure of ſeeing you. = 


A1RY. 


Ay, your Ages at the Temple, Squire, 1 know, 
are ſhort and ſweet. —You have heard how well 
this Genius has played the Mn 


SPRIGHTLY, | 


Yes; and in Truth, for poor Wartby's Sake, 7 
was heartily ſorry to hear it. 


AIR. 


Come, ns never fear, I doubt not but we 
ſhall be able to bring Matters about again, by the 
Aſſiſtance of a certain Female Friend of Lord 


Doodles, whom I am going to viſit this Morning 
on that Account. When I return, where al 1 


find you! 
SPRIGHTLY. 


Erber ſauntering about here, 6r at the Bedford. 
AIRY. 


A COMEDY, 


AIRY. * 
Your moſt obedient. 


Both. 


Yours. 


CLASSICK. 
And Succeſs attend you, [Exit Airy. 


SPRIGHTLY. 
Did you ſpend your Evening with Airy ? 


CLASSICK. 


You will not be eaſy, I find, till you have it all, 
and fo eden take it, Kitiy Frath, it ſeems, governs, 
directs, acts upon, and is acted upon by Lord 
Doodle : Airy does the ſame by her. Therefore it 
very aptly came into Worthy's Mind, that by 
Means of this Thais of the Age, we might effect 
what the virtuous Requeſt of Innocence, the In- 
terceſſion of Friends, and the Sollicitations of 
Worth, have ſo long, and would in all Probability 
continue to labour at in vain. - 


SpPRIGH TL. 


Nothing in the World ſo likely: Whores carry 
all before them in this Age. They make Judges, 

Generals, Biſhops, and what not ? And as to a 
Love Affair, that falls more immediately within 
their Province, and naturally claims their Con- 
cern. But not to interrupt you 


CLASSICK. 


In Conſequence of this, we called at Airys . 
Lodgings, by Appointment ſpent our Evening at 
the Tavern, and there concerted Meaſures for re- 
| * | 8 3 » g 
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trieving my Inadvertency. The Captain grew 
merry, "and ſent for a Girl; in Complaiſance to 
him, Worthy did the ſame; and, thar I might not 
appear an odd Fellow, ſo did I. The Wine was 
good, the Girls were pretty; and, as Reaſon is no 
Match for Champagne, I ſuffered myſelf to be 
hoity-toity'd in one of your iwing-ſwang Chairs, 
with my Wench on my Knee, to that reputable 


Houle there. 
SPRIGHTLY. 
And there it was that you ſlept ? 


CLASSICK. 


There we lay :—But the worſt Part of the very 
is yet to come. | 


SPRIGHTLY. 


I hope not ; for, o'my Conſcience, it muſt then 
be a moſt tragical Affair. 


S 
| CLASSICK, 


I am in Love with this Girl. 
SPRIGHTLY. 


Ha! ha! ha! In Love with a Whore! Why 
that's being as great a Fool as Lord Doodle: 
Which alone, I think, for a wiſe Klang: is Reaſon 
enough againſt 1 it. 

CLASS TK. 

Alas, Harry There's no ſuch Thing as Reaſon 
in Love ; as old Terence has truly and wiſely told 
us. Beſides, ſhe loves me too. 


| SPRIGHTLY, 
The Devil ſhe does 


CLassICK. 


.CLASSICK. 


She proteſted and vowed ſhe loved me to Di- 
ſtraction: Nay, and I am confident, by all her 
Looks, Words, and Actions, that ſhe was ſincere 
for the Devil himſelf could never have plaved a 
counterfeit Part ſo well. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Nay, if the Caſe ſtand ſo, it is but mere Grati- 
tude to be in Love with her. 


CLlasSSICK. 


And when I talked of leaving London this 
(7 the poor Thing cried as though her 
eart would break. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


© Poor Thing ! But take no Concern on that Ac- 


count. 
4 
CILAss tek. 


No. I think my firſt Thoughts were beſt: TO 
tear myſelf from this Paſſion, before it gets too 
ſtrong Hold on me, to quit London, and follow 
the Poet's Advice, Fuge, teq; his eripe Flammis. © 


. SPRIGHTLY. 


Oh, if that be the only Reaſon of your A ſuad- 
den Departure, Ill engage, before many Hours 
are over, to deliver you from all fair and honeſt 
Flames of Love there. I'll promiſe that you ſhall 
have no Kind of Fires to dread from that Quarter 
but one; and for that, dear Jack, thou mayeſt 
- poſſibly ſtand in Need of other Aſſiſtance. But 
are you really and ſeriouſly ſuch an Ignoramus in 
the World, as to believe one ſingle Syllable that a 


Whore * ? Why their whole Compoſition is 
Lies, 
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Lies, Impudence, and Paint. How will they hug 
the dear Creature, and ſwear they love him better 
than their own Eyes ; when at the ſame Time they 
are murthering him with Quickſilver and the Pox. 
Give them Five Guineas for their Bed To-night, 
and To-morrow Night they ſhall give Five Shil- 
lings to a brawny Chairman, to do the ſame kind 
Office for them. Take them into Keeping, and 
they ſhall diſfipate the Fortunes of the Man, that 
perhaps has no other Fault than that of loving 
them ; and leave him, without a Look of Pity, to 
finiſh his Days in a Priſon : And this to maintain a 
Set of Scoundrels in Idleneſs and Luxury, who 
haye'no one Virtue that might entitle them to live 
out of one: In ſhort, Jack, they are, in the Shape 
of Women, Diſſimulation and Hypocriſy them- 
ſelves: A Hoſpital of Diſeaſes, a Sink of Filth- , 
and all Impurity. 


CLASSICK, 


Faith, Harry, thou raileſt ſo rudely, if I knew 
thee not, I ſhould be apt to think thou ſpent thy 
Time at the Tea-Tables of antiquated Maids. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


It is the Truth, and nothing but the Truth, 
experto Crede Roberto. I know you love a Scrap of 
Latin, and ſo there's one for you; the very laſt I 
have left in the Budget of my Memory. And, 
my good Friend, on Danger of being ſtigmatized 
for a Pedant, let me adviſe you, at any Rate, to 
get Rid of yours ; or, at leaſt, leave them be- 
hind you in the common Room, whenever you 
take a Scheme to Covent-Garden.—Here comes the 
pan more Latin, in the Name of Polite- 
nels. | 
| CLASSICE. 


a> 


ſhall call again in an Hour's Time, and then I ſhall 


+.. Suppoſe then, to give our Friend here a Spice 
of the Town, we entertain him with a Scene at 


A COMEDY, | 15 
_ CLASSICK, 
Pl warrant you. 


Enter Ai Rx. 


SPRIGHTLY. | 
Expeditious as the Wind—what Succeſs ? 
= T7. 
Truly none; the Lady was not at home; but x 


hope to bring you a better Account. In the mean 
Time. Gentlemen, I am at your Service. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Mother Fleecem's ; or, you know the Town belt, : 
I leave the Scene of Action to you. | # _ 


A1RY. | | 


Agreed—But leſt our Company ſhould be ſud- 
denty diſperſed, let us reſolve upon a Place of Ren- 
dezvous for Dinner.—Suppoſe our Friend Bet Weſt- 


bury's. 


* 


 SPRIGHTLY. 
None better—Lead on. 


Scene changes to FLEINCBMu 's. 


FLEECEM, alone. 


Hey, Brimſtones! what none of you down Stairs + 
yet—if you be not every Soul of you down in five 
Minutes, you ſhall have ſuch a Trimming as 2 


| 
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ſhall not recover for five Days. (Knocking at the 
Door) Come in there. 


Enter NeD SHIFTER. 
Oh ! my dear Ned ! 


Nev. 
You Jolly old Jade you, how goes it? I've got 
ſome Prog; excellent Booty ifaith. 


4 |  FLEECEM. 
Sound? 

| NE D. 
Sound as a Roach. 


FLEECEM. 
Has Prob em examined it? F 
| NE p. 

Examined it, my dear Mother; PA the Ware 
is uncracked. I bought it of the honeſt Yorkſhire 
Woman, that ſupplies the Church-yard with fo 


many dainty Morſels by the Way of the Found!ing 
Hoſpital, and took it out of the Waggon myſelf 


not two Hours ago. It is one of the prettieſt, 
fimple, modeſt, bluſhing Things you ever ſaw in 


your Life. Ir ſhall be with you in three Hours. 
But mark me, for the firſt Week ſhe muſt be mine, 


wholly mine, entirely mine, nobody muſt breathe 


on her but myſelf ; the next, ſhe is your Property 
make the moſt you can of her; and the third I'll 
put her into Lodgings. 


F 
'In and "Il the Time ſpecified, Mr. Ned, ſhe is 


your s, and your's only. 


Ne . 


=. 


* 
A COME DTI. 17. 
„NI p.. 

| Don't deceive me. | eben Wi 
Furzcnn,” 0 > vel als 
You know I wont. N e eee 
| Hl: fru * und Aue 
5 
1k 6; 0 bos and engl, 1 


: 


o9vit10! Funzonm LIDO 
Fulenell, der Buy." 2 © " [Exit Nas. 
ur. this will Pay. Bs 
| Enter Dot, Counon!/ 1 
. 


e - IO 


Slammocks | 


2» LL 
Who made me- uch? 2 


"4 4 | 7 4 
Weinen 
© 90 4 31 7 IIe KF 
Yourſelf, you Jade. 1 


DA 2008 yin” rn 


No; wretched as I am, I dare tell you it was 
you. Have you forgot how you decoyed me hi- 
ther, and then fold me to a worthleſs Villain ? Tes 
you, you firſt forced me to this infamous Trade, 
and have ſince forcibly detained me in it; till 1 am 


nnen m vn 
FEI EEE M. : 
| Body one, if you fy one woc gone 
11:02 WO 


: USE Dez IT Ot 10 8 — 4. 0 


Do _ 8 
Ob, Devil! what have you to anſwer for? 
: 13290 En 7, Fxzzcen, 
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FLEECEM. 


That, perhaps; [Pulls ber ' Ears] Jade, take 
that. Why could not you have put on your 
Plumpers, Naſtineſs, as you are ? Suppoſe any 
body ſhould call here this Morning! [Euler Nxlx, 
Sue and others] What a Pack of naſty fluttiſh 
Toads do ye all look like: Body o'me, why ye 
look this Morning as naſty as ye really are. Now 
would I not have a Friend call 1h upon me for five 
Pound. As to you, Mrs. Nell Squint-Eyes, had you 
one good Quality about you, the Pox would have. 
rid me of you before this; but the old Proverb 
ſaves you. Nay, indeed, which is beſt of the 


| Bunch, a blind Man may dell. hn 1.40 


Enter SPRIGHTLY and CLASSICK, 


doh an amd; 


Hah ! what Mother Fleecem,! How wags 1 
Worlld with you? 


o 9 „ 
, J 4 


Frs 


Merrily, my 2 Maſter. 


7 


- L * 
i A 
1 99 
= 


2. 7OV Hat: * I ' 
n 
verh. » u and merrily. WG iin ue. 
ms 1 Saen eau box 
Not one moves on our Acco nt. 
. FLEECEM./ 


Pray, my Soul, let ſome ot them d eee 
imnabilles. 


on a Cap, or ſo: we are all in our 


; 9 


We — you ſo much the better: we affelt x not 
your 


. - 
4 
- ff? 
«.& 
4 ” 
— 
25 
. 
4 
6 
* 
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your tricked out, made up Things: gli Fleſh 
nee eee 1658 vor a * 

dat e voy Th Bo 

What fay you to a Bottle of Madeira, Lowe? 
SPRIGHTLY. 


Oh ! the Motion is 0 good," - for / Fling 
to be ſaid 9 
Pussel = L 


e Da, bel tho + alk Ja 
| DOS 
be bir tin ruth 
Weeks: "exons hve Fs dees ans 


or, Apia 
AIR. ON 2 


Oh my Stars, what a Spectacle is this 1 70 the 
a Couple of hale young Felloms ſtand as inanimate 
as Ryſbrack's Statues, amidſt ſuch a Circle of 
charming Wenches ! 
Ne. wh | 
Come, — about. : ng 
R "=; u Mt Lis: 
Days of Eaſe, and en of Pleatre Nr 
tather Bottle. 


„„ 4 n 


2 


| F ral l | * 
T' other Bottle, your IT. 
009 Ip ASSICR. 9 70d 


2 . By al Mean. "© 
re C 2 Alxx. 


as THE An 


AIX Y. 


Why, you 4 Creatures, you look fo tempt- 
9 that you are enough to damp the Appetite 
228 juſt returned from an Eaſt-India 


[Dons 


Lou be hanged, Mr. Cut-throat. _ 


AIR T. 


Why, Mother Heecem, you have ond here the 
veiy Quinteſſence of Beauty: Lips ſo-white, Teeth 
ſo black, Noſes ſo red, and Checks fo pale ; ſuch 

| beamleſs Eyes, and pendulous Dugs ; that Sidney , 
from ſuch a Belle Aſſemblee, might have improved 
his Mopſa. [ Looks,on his Watch] Faith I am paſt 
my Hour: You know where we meet. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Fear not. 
22 0T an 21 
| Nen my nal Dears Nad a 
A | bart” , 
Away, Cut-throat, away. | [Exit Av. 
FI ZZ INM. 


Go ſeek your Game Mts, Fool. | 


SrRIc nr Ev 


Come, good Mother, do not be in à Paſſion; 
the Captain loves his Jeſt. 


FIL EZM... 
Body o' me, Sir, my Laſſes are wholeſams; thof 


I 1 that ſhould not ſay it. E 
* Sekionrrr. * 


* 
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SprRIGHTLY. Sea 


We know you, we know your Girls, mad 
Friends here, and ſo no more Words. 


Dok. 
My honeſt Buck, here's your Health. 


FLEECE IN. 


Come, come, it ſignifies nought; I ſee by your 
leering, and hanging, and hawming; you want 
ſome fine painted Dolls. Why now two-penny- 
worth of Biſmuth and Carmine would make all 
theſe Laſſes fit for Haddocks's and the Green Boxes. 


SpPrIGHTLY. 


Believe me, good Lady, if our Spirits ſeem to 
flag a little this Morning ; hard and late 
Hours are our Excuſe. © | 


FLEECEM. 


If that be really the Caſe ; no Girls 6 fit for 
your Purpoſe as mine. 


* 


sri rn tin 


Educated as they are under ſo Amos a Nu 
treſs of the Papbian Myſteries, we cannot doubt 
it. 

FL EEZOENM. 


None of your Compliments, Mother Fleccem is a 
Friend to Sincerity. If as how you be but ſo, ſo; 
ſtep up Stairs, and you ſhall find that Doll will 
outreach the Fancy of an Aretine ; or Sue can ling 
you a Song that would wake Deſire in a Common- 
Via, ar 5 Sue, the laſt new Song. 

wk Madam, do you pretend to be a modeſt 

C 3 Whore? 


. * 
+ „ 
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Whore Or ſing this Minute, or I'Il ſet my Nails 
in your Face; I will, Strumpet, I will, 


SPRIGHTLY, 
We will excuſe her, we will excuſe her; no 


Song this Time, nor no Scratching, good Mo- 
ther Fleecem. 0 . 
CLASSIC. 

Why thou old, ill- favoured Brimſtone; with a 
Conſcience loaded as thine is, I wonder thou art 
not afraid of paying a viſit to thy good Friend 
Beelgelub every ſtep thou takeſt; thou eternal 
Foe to Innocence and Decency, and every Thing 
that has the Shadow of Right. 
er, Fr ECEAu. 

What, the pretty modeſt Dear Does it bluſh ? 
Did Mamma tell it to take Care of naughty Wo- 


men ? 

He! hel he! 
SPRIGHTLY, 
What's to pay? 


e | 1 
Three Bottles of Madeira, Fifteen Shillings. 

|  SPRIGHTLY, 
FP ze 
3 Cusn. | 
No, my old Hatidan, I think T ſhould do. 3 
moſt yirtuous action, in daſhing thy Brains Gut, 


2 Wi A C O M E D 15 HT 23 
and ſetting theſe Imps at Liberty ; It is poſſible 
that any where elſe they might be better, and it 


is 3 they ſhould be worſe. 
FIEEZeE M. | 
Ho! Roger ! Dorky ! a 
Senor v. BY 


Peace, Brim : There's * Money. Off, of 


off, [Exit Syn. and Cl Ass. N 
FLiEeBECEM. | 
| "Hark ye me, you Mrs. = wn 
that Fellow ſlipt into your Hand ? 
Sus. 
cats my Hand ? 
Yes, into your Hand, Wees 1 1 LN 
SV ®. | 
Nothing. | 
FLEECEM. 


No Lies, no Lies, as you love your Life: 
Dorky ſhall ſtrip and ſearch you; ang if yow-quirk 
and quandary with * II have you flea'd alive; 
Body o me, I wWilk S 

Sun. n | 

There then, if you muſt have * Piece 

of Money I have 1 in the World, take 1 it. 3 


| F LEECE a 

No muttering, Madam; up Stairs, 1 
5 ye a}: We II. have, nb op. rep here 
"preſently; g6 po z Your Phimpe: 1 1 Aizen 


ourſfalves. T eum onnes, 
yn A ws A 
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Scene changes to KITTY FRroOTRH's. 


Ki1TrTy reading. 


«© Man was, by Nature, Woman's Cully made.” 
[Rings the Bell.] That's the Text I choſe, and 
muſt ſtick to. [ Enter Footman.] Let my Chariot 
be at the Door in fave Minutes Time ; and order 
the Groom to lead my Horſe to the Green-Park. 
Exit Footman.] Though truly I am out of Sorts 
this Morning, and in no Cue for ſtirring ; but I 
hate to look into. myſelf, and muſt get rid of 
Thought at any Rate. [ Knocking at the Door.] 
What Fool of my Troop knocks there ? I hope 
*tis a merry one : For, of all the Fools in my 
Retinue, your ſighing, ſkrieking Fools are the 
worſt ; who hang the Head, and drawl out, 
« Kitſy does not love me, Richy loves Fopling, or 
* Kitfy loves Lord Doodle beſt.” Pho! [Rings the 
Bell.) I muſt know who it wass. 


Enter Servant. 
Who knocked there ? 
: $14.1 1207 Svc] e dan jk 
Sr 
err, 
And where is he? 
92 1 7329 2d 7h Servant.” | nei: 
— Gone. nn dead uc 
KIT v. 
Sone? Na . 
400 5 ant. n 


e Piegfure, ay 100en- 
ever your Chariot is ordered, you are at Home to 
r 


s PF 


Key. 
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KIT. | 

Puppy! Do you ſtay to reply? Away! Break 
your Wind, your Neck do any Thing, rather 
than return without Airy. Exit Servant.) 
For what is his whole Life, to one half Hour of 
Airys Company? Oh, Airy! "Tis for thee I bear 
the Noiſe of Fools, the Foppery of Beaux, the 
Paſſion-raiſing half Embrace of Rakes, and Im- 
potence of Age; that I may have to laviſh upon 
thee, 1 5 


n 


Enter AIR T. 


1 | A1Ry. 
Dear Kitty! N 
KITT. nar 
Dear Airy ! I have not ſeen you—Oh ! 'tis a 
Year in Love's Account ſince J laſt ſaw you." 
AIRF 3; 0c 
A Year, my Life, that has not had for me one 
Hour of Sunſhine in it. vs 
Madam, the Chariot is ready. -. uo 
K1TTy. 
Order it back, I ſhall not want it nov. 
p) ; I [ Exit Servant. 
For, Airy, I have all, my every Wiſh, in thee. 
What is the gilded Coach, the Pomp of Servants, 
and the ſumptuous Board ; but as may con- 
tribute to make me the more worthy of my Airys 
Eſteem. Thus, whilſt each filly Coxcomb hopes 
in reality, the more effectually make me thine. © 
| 1 NO 7 1 1 


Aigy. 


YL we 
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Airy. £ 


Not all the ans boaſt, 0 y Wiſh, my 
Life, my Happineſ; s, my All, c make "thee 
more an ct of Deſire, or —_—_ worthy of 
Love, than the indulgent Hand of laviſh — 
left thee. And he who reigns: the Monarch of 
thy Heart; who enjoys * amiable and golden 
as thou art; might look on W Kings con- 
temptuous down. | | 


KITT. 


Thou, Airy, haſt my Love, thou only haſt 
my Heart; and chou alone enjoyeſt, if ſuch they 


ſeem to thee, thoſe: Charms. By thoſe dear firſt 
Struggles betwixt Virtue and Pleaſure, by all our 
former Raptures, by all my Hopes of future 
Joys, the reſt that dance Attendance at my Door, 
and count it Fame to whiſper in my Ear, or catch 
a Smile from me in publick, enjoy not me, but a 
Poor Lump of proſtituted Clay. 


Airy. 
There is a ſilent Eloquence i in Love, and where 


Words would be faint, dear Kitty, let that anſwer 
you. Pray have you ſcen Lord Dvodle lately ? 


K1TTy. 

Hang him ! but that I have his Eftate to pid- 

dle with. Why would you, with his ridiculous 

Name, interrupt my Thoughts, that were ſo 
n more agrecably emp 1 


Aizy. 


I aſſure you, my Dear, Ladd mbntiancs! 
him, but that 1 have a little Matter of Buſineſs 
to trouble you with, in which his Lordſhip is a 


* concerned. 


reve. 


ere 
J believe the Fire burns brighter in che DreMrg 
Room: We will, if you 'pleaſe, withilraw; ' 
tranſact 1t there, 
Alx. 
Moſt willingly I attend you. 
 [Exeunt, Aly ela ber. 


Gallant and trim ſhe fails, like a firſt Rate: 
Well, — all Whores, give me your Whore of 
cate. | 


End of the Fir 48. 


Ft» 
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ACT II. 
SCENE, The Lodgings of a Woman of the 
| 8 Town. 


| Enter Crassick and SPRIGHTLY. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


XY AELL, Claſict, what think you of Mo- 
W ther Fleecem, and the fair Siſterhood 


> Has 


—.CLas$SICK. 


That they are a perfect Antidote to Love; mere 
Yahoos, and the old Brimſtone a very Sychorax , a 
Thing, that has ſcarce any Thing human about 
her. Yet, Harry, to ſhew me thoſe, by Way of 
giving me a Diſreliſh for one, who is as great a 
Contraſt to them as Nature ever produced; is like 
ſhewing a Bowl of Poiſon to a Drunkard, in order 
to cure him of his Love of Champaign : Tedet 
quotidianarum harum Formarum. 


SPRIGHTLY. 
Ot Love, and Latin, dear Jack, beware. 


 ClassICK. 
Oh, Harry, Sall is a moſt delicate Creature. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


I cannot contradi@ it, for I confeſs I never ſo 
much as heard her Name: She may be lately 
| Song come 


Jp © C O2 ME. D 1. II 29 
come to 7 and o my Conſcience chou haſt 
brought on me a moſt longing Deſire to ſee this 
Paragon.” x 

© CLav8ick. © i A 

But A* bar all Familiarities, I mean, indecen 
ones ; for, to be plain, I intend to keep ber. 


SPRIGHTLY. ENS 


| her! D—n her: Keep thy Senſes, goo 
Jack." Keep her ! For whom? | fa 


| | Cuas5rex. — 7 
For nyc 2 4 how. 3 
| SPRIGHTLY. a 


For your Friends, for your F ootman, for every 
rank Fool that has got a Pair of broad Shoulders. 
Keep her — But we will diſcuſs''this Matter 
when you are ſober, for I am perſuaded the Fumes 
of the Champaign are not yet worked W 
think P theſe Apartments ? DN eff 


\ FE S 7 -, . 
6: 


K 


= CLE 
* 72 
+ + — „ „ 


CLass1ck, 


Handfome,. quite elegant: If the Lady de at 
equally ſo, uy . I think you very happy in her 
Acquaintance. The Ink-Standiſh and Paper on 
the Table, and Play Books thrown negligently on 
the Window-Seat, diſplay the 3 


— * 


* 


SPRIGHTLY, 


All you will find here is of a Piece ; Hy iy 
and Oſtentation all: For, to my certain Know- 
ledge, Poll can neither read nor write. 


Crassfex. 
|What's her Name? 


SrRICHTLV. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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ect. 
Pol Eaſy. About a Year ago Po! was a kept 
Miſtreſs in high Life ; ſhe next became one of 
our firſt-rate Ladies of Pleaſure, and , for half a 
ear drove a roaring Trade, till your Men of 
Fire agreed the was grown old upon the Town; 
their Viſits became leſs frequent, and poor Po/'s 
Income conſequently leſs : She had beſides diſob- 
liged the Pimp at the Shakeſpeer, in under 


Bed with Sir Harry Pildair, in Preference to 


and, to compleat her Misfortunes, ſhe got the 
Epidemick Diſeaſe of the Place: her Rent, when 
called for, was not forth-coming ; and ſhe was, 


therefore, obliged to turn out; the Surgeon half 


paid, and ſhe half cured. : She then a little 
Room at Eighteen-pence the Week, where an In- 
ef her Furniture might be incloſed in a 
Nut-ſhell, and all the Furniture carried off in a 
Sheet of brown Paper. Here ſhe lived near two 


Months, parading it every Night in the Strand; 


till ready to drop in Pieces her next Migration was 
to the Lock Hoſpital. After a two Month's Con- 
finement there, ſhe got a perfect Cure; and I was 
told by her old Servant that ſhe had taken theſe 
Lodgings, and figures it away, a Lady in as high 


TRE. CLags1ok. 
By preſent Appearances, ſo it ſeems. There is 


no Breach of Honour, is there, in reading the 


Scrawl that lies ſo temptingly upon that Table: I 
have a ſtrong Inclination for it. By 


| SPRIGHTLY. 

Then, prithee, do not balk it: for depend on 

it, between Whores and Cullies there is o Ho- : 
nour ; and where there is no Honour, there 15 
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de no Breach of it : therefore read audibly, 

uh Deareſt laſfrick read: 

+ all fell 3 Spouſe that ] intend to £014 

Highgate a "Saturday ſhe's got ſuch a bad Cold, 4 

knows ſbe can't 8 aleng evi me 3 . @ Dll come 4 s 
| zill Monday wi” my 17 0 Aid. To get ſome 

and Quer- Sauce for Supper a Satur igt. Ob! 

my 5 Dear, how my Mind anti ates the 18 

r 


om your's to command, 
Timothy Twiſt, Common-Council-man.” 


| Spar QUuTLyY. 121 
Now avi I a moſt l de ng Deſire to . whe- 
Y 


ther good Timothy's Wife be young and 38 
it ſhe be, nay, if The de not old and ly, here 
is a ſtrong Temptation to lend a beping Hand to 


ah Tw4/ for an Alderman. | Toy | cl 
'CLiass1c'k.' | 


What ——— Letcher, what an eld Godt 
have we caught here + [a Knocking at 1he Door. 


SPRIGHTA v. 5 

oh! there's the Nymph of the Place; Tm 90 
and entertain her in the Dining Room; and; 43 
a Coen. Garden Lady's Bed- chamber may be — 
thing new to you, leave you to amuſe your Cu- 


N a little further. {Exit Sprighthy 
Sestri xv, Ci !?!?! 
 Oh1 my dear pa! na 1 $1.12 0 
POT. [ without} n * 
What, Sprightly Who in the Name of Fortune 
ſhould think of e r you here. 
bak 
Crass1ck.. 


» SOV 9103 


Hed not Sprightly told me the Name of this Fille- 
de- Joye, I Gould have ſwore it had been my __ 


— 2 — @——————————— 
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ſo. plaguily alike are their Voices. ¶ Looking about the 
Room, peeps into the foul Cloaths Bag] Oh, my Stars! 
Infection, Suffocation, what the Plagu e is there 
What a Combination of Stink 191 Naſtineſs ! 
Pandora's Box was a Fool to it. That's no com- 
mon Stink, no fair downright Stink of foul Hand- 
kerchiefs and A prons. Now was it not that I am 
afraid of a Diſeaſe, worſe than the Stench at the 
Old- Bailey ever propagated, would I ſee 25 Bot. 
tom of that. 
SprIGHTLY. 


mn f Poll, you ſlept abroad laſt Night. 
41 


14d. my Dear, at Haddect's. 


"+ OF L CrAss trek. 


Did you ſo ? That ever T ſhould ſleep under the 
ſame Roof with ſuch an Hoſpital of Diſeaſes ! 
What's this, Oh, her Ladyſhip's Cabinet: I'muſt 
ſee how it is fitted out. [ Opens and ſearches it] Im- 
primis, à Paper of Patches ; Carmine, Cream and 
Beautifying Fluid; excellent. Letters [looking into 
the Paper] odd Kind of Letters truly; Not the 
Devil's Hand-Writing in 2xeer's-College Library is 
harder to read.. [Takes up a Pot of Ointment, 'reads 
the Directions] The infallible Remedy for the Itch. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! an excellent Bedfellow truly ! [Takes 
«up a Pill-Box, reads] Ward's Antivenereal Pills. 
Why here's a Cabinet that would ſet up a Covent- 
Garden Surgeon. I cannot do better than carry it 
* take Lodgings, and hang out a Golden Ball, 


x 


P O L L. g | 1 ) 
And I lay with the prettieſt, 'modefteſt Crea- 
rs 7 7 can conceive. 


' CLasv16x, 
* n 
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CrAss tek. 
ee eee 


SPRIGHTLY.' 
His Name ? 
PoLL. 


11 but I believe I have 
He! he! he! 


SPRIGHTLY., 
But you believe you have what? 


PoLL. 


I believe he has loſt with me, what he will never 
find again. - 
SPRIGHTLY. 


| Hal haf ha! 
CLASSICK. 


Plague laugh you. [Pape erg the Ky He 
I wiſh the Brim would turn her Face. | 


Poll. 
. 
at love you, : 
CLASSICK. 


Simple enough ! 
Pol L. 


And no Words can tell, replied I, how I love 
my Deary. I wiſh, dad N. 7 could M the 
with my dear Girl; but I muſt leave thee. And 


muſt we part then, anſweredT I am ſure I ſhall 
break my Heart. 


Crassrck. 
Excellent Creature ! 


D Porr. 
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| POL I. 

Then I whimpered, then he chid me ſo prettily. 
Faith you would have laughed heartily to have 


ſeen us. 
SPRIGHTLY. 


O' my Conſcience, Poll, I did not know thou 
wert ſuch an Adept at Diffimulation. 


POLL. 
But, my Dear, how did you find me out ? 


SPRIGHTLY. 


I chanced' the other Day to meet your old 
Maid Pat, who made me acquainted with the Vi- 
ciſſitudes of your Fortune, and told me you had 
taken Lodgings here. I found the Door open, 
and ſo, without aſking Queſtions, walked in. 


PoLL. 
As impudent as ever. 


SPRIGHTLY. 
Why truly, Poll, this is: not the Place to learn 
Modeſty in. | 

CLASSICK. | 
Nor any one Thing elſe that is worth learning. 
10 PoLL. | 
Indeed, 1 was furpriſed to find you here; for, 
you muſt know, in order to paſs upon the Town 
for a freſh Girl, I have changed my Name. 
| CLASSICK. 

What a Devil's Trick is there 


SPRIGHTLY, 


To what? 
2 PoL I. 


u 


; | 


r + & COMED T.: 
PoL I. 
To Sally Careleſs: He! hel he! 
CLAsSICK ( dropping the Pot out of his Hand.) 
Oh the Serpent! the Devil ! | 
a Pol. 
Hey-day ! What's All that ? 


Enter — —— SPRIGHTLY, | 


CLASSICK, 


Oh, you dear, ſweet, d—ned Devil, was it _”u 
I lay with laſt Night ? 


PoLL. 


By our mutual Love, by the dear Remembrance 
of our paſt Joys, it is; the ſame, the very ſame, 
and apt "for Love, my Life, as I was then. 


SPRIGHTLY. 
What an unlucky Eclaircifſement is here ! 


Poor Clafſick ! Ha! ha! ha! 


CLAs 81 c 1 
Pray, my Peſtilence, ( ſhewing the Pot) whati is 
this infallible Remedy for ? 
— PoLL. 
The Itch, my Honey. 


SPRIGHTLY. 
Eaſy and un-embarraſſed, 


CLAss ek (Sewing the Pill Box.) 


And this Box? 
D 2 LL. 
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PoLrL. 
For the Diſeaſe of the Place, my ſweet one. 


CLASSICK. 
And ſo thou haſt tipt me theſe two pretty Fa- 
vours to remember thee by, ha! 
PoLL. 


Oh, no, no; pardonne moi, my Dear: The 
Medicines were infallible, and have cured me long 
ſince. 

CLASS Ick. 


Oh, thou Devil ! 
"POLL. 
Oh, thou Fool ! 


SPRIGHTLY. 
Will you keep her, Fack ? 
CLASSICK. | 
Curſe your keeping; will you go? [Going of. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Come, come, dear Fack, do not be in ſuch a 
Pother. You know, to give it you in your own 


Language, 
Medio de Fonte Leporum | 
Surgit amari aliquid, quod in ipſis Floribus angit. 


Scene changes to BET WESTBURY. 


BET WesTBURY aud Lucy FLIRT. 


' Lucy. 


Well, Bet, thou art a moſt engaging Rogue ; 
for I declare I am never ſo happy as when in thy 
Company. 1 

E r. 


«CONST; + 
BE r. 
And Bet is ſure that our Happineſs is mutual. 


Lucy. 


We'll have a thorough Batch to Night, Be, 
that I am reſolved on. Pleaſure's the Word: 
Love and Wine for me; may Folly reign, and 
we Girls of Good-Nature never want Cullies. 


BE r. N 
Excellent well: And as to the laſt Point, Miſs 
Flirt has no Reaſon to complain, 
Lucy. 


No more I have; Thanks to thy Inſtructions, 
dear Bet, and my own Docility. 


BE rx. 


Why indeed, Miſs Lucy, I know not how it 
was, but I always loved you; I ſaw in you ſome- 
thing promiſing, and took all the Pains I could to 
improve it in you: And I rejoice at ſeeing my 
Expectations ſo abundantly anfwered, as they are 
in the accompliſhed Lucy Flirt. 


Lucy. 


Hang Compliments, my dear Tutoreſs, Guide, 
and Director; for ſuch thou haſt been to me ever 
ſince I knew what was what. It was thou that 
taught me the whole Manceuvre of a Cull; how 
to bait for him, to fiſh for him, to catch him ; 
and when caught, how to play him about upon 
the Line, and divert oneſelf with him at P 

ſure: And laſtly, how to feaſt our jolly Friends 
upon him, till you have picked him to the very 
Bone. _— 08 eee 


D 3 Ber, 
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BE r. 


Nay, Miſs, I cannot pretend to all that Merit; 
but as far as was in my little Power, Miſs Lacy, 
you knows— But hiſt !—Is not that your Tur- 
tle waddling this Way ? | 


| Lucy. 
Sir Nicholas, as J am alive 


Br r. 
I'll leave you then. Uſe him gently, poor old 
Soul; uſe him gently, Luq, uſe him gently. 
| [Exit BET. 


— 


Enter Sir NiIicholASs FEEBLE.- 


Sir N1icnoLas. 
Fa! ha! ha! Have I found my Dove then? 


Lucy. 
What my Life! my Nickf! How did Deary 
find me out ? a 
Sir NICHOLAS. _ 
I enquired for you at yur own Houſe, and 
Will directed me hither. Ne 


1 n 
The Devil take Will for his Pains. 
R | © OOTY eee 
Ha e 


| Wr 
Lrcy. 


I fay I am glad to find he is fo obſeryant of my 
Orders; for J left word where I might be found 
in Caſe my Deareſt called, but by no Body elſe. 

521 AN 24 + | Sir 
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Sir NicHOLAS 


Kind indeed, ay indeed: Come then, a Buſs, , 
a Buſs. dl wo 

Lucey. 

Pha! How his old rotten Stumps ſtink! 


Sir N1iCHOLAS. 


Hal—— 

Lucy: 

I fay, how ſweet is my Nicky's Breath! It does 
not ſtink of Mercury, like that of our modern 
beardleſs Beaux; nor yet of Tobacco, -like a 
Common-Council Man's. | ; 


Sir Ni1iCHOLAS. 


Your Beauty, my Dear, ſecures me from the 
one, as it keeps me from roving ; and for your 
Sake I keep myſelf from the other. 


Lucy. 

So much Wit and Sprightlineſs, recommended 
with proper Years and Experience, might charm 
the Heart of an Empreſs. | 
175 M0 Sir NtEnoLas. 

And does my Luteh love me? 


LyCYs: .:: | 
And can my Nickſy be ſo cruel as to aſk. me 
ſuch a 88 ? You knows I love you dearly ; 
all the World knows I do. I could cry to hear 
S'ou aſk ſuch a Queftion, dat I could. 


© 86% £0 Ni ckhOL AS. Ag 
I did but jeſt, Dovey, Faith and Troth, I did 
but jeſt: Come buſs, buſs. There's nothing new 

we SLICE AS D 4 in 
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in it, nothing new in Lukeſy loving me : Aion 
loved Scarrun. 


Lucy. 
And if Age and Uglineſs were any Recommen- 
dations to Love, I might love thee, / 


Sir NICHOLAS, 
Ha 
Lucy, 


And Lucy loves her Nicky. 2 


Sir Niehor As. 
Ha! ha! ha! 
Enter SpRIGHTLY and CLass1ck haſtily, 
Hey-day ! What Blades have we here ? 


| SPRIGHTLY. 
Miſs Lucy, your moſt humble Servant, 


r 
And yours, good Mr. Templar. | 


 SpRIGHTLY. 


Well, my old Soul, and how does the Winter 
of your Ade do? Chill, chill, I ſuppoſe ; it wants 
warming : Ha! Is it not ſo. PP" 


Sir N1CHOLAS. 


Familiar Coxcomb ! 1 do not like this Freedom, 
We will withdraw ; y forward, Lucy, go forward. ; 
Your Servant, Mr. Wildairs, your Servant. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Yours with all my Heart, Sir 7%; yours, 
r [Ex. Sir Nich. puſhing Luc v on before him, 
| CLASSIC K. 


Ci aan 


What old Piece of monumental Clay i is that > 


SPRIGHTLY. 


The Tomb of that exquiſite Piece of Fleſh and 
Mood that was with him. 


CLasSSICK. | 
In the Name of Goodneſs, who and what i is he? 


SPRIGHTLY. 
What he is you ſee; an old, doating, decripid 
Fellow ; his Name Sir Nicholas Feebls. 


CLASSICK, 


And what does he with that lewd-looking 
Wench ? 


+11 


SPRIGHTLY. 


That I cannot reſolve you; rho? it is two to one 
that Lucy will tell youwhat he does not do, for ſhe 


2 no Opportunity of expaſing him. 
CLASSICK. 


That is juſt as it ought to be; not that ſhe de- 
ſerves much Praiſe on the Account. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


That old Wretch, you muſt know, was once 
ſo ſordidly avaricious, that I have ſeen him with 
his brown-black Hoſe all over patched and mend- 
ed, in an old thread bare Coat, the fantaſtick Cut 
of which proclaimed its Antiquity, and a Cam- 
paign Wig that had loſt both Curl and Colour. 
Now, ſuch the Metamorphoſis, he thinks nothing 
too delicate to recommend him to the good Graces 
of that accompliſhed Huſſy, nor any Thing — 
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— enough for her. He keeps her an elegant 
ouſe, Servants, a Chariot, and every Thing 
fitting and neceſſary to compleat a firſt Rate Whore. 


CLASS Ick. 


And what it is not in the old Letcher's Power 
to ſupply her with, with that, I preſume ſhe has 
Liberty to provide herſelf. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


I have even heard fo : It is certain ſhe takes 


that Liberty, for ſhe is a very Meſſalina in Luſt. 
He makes her the Center of his Happineſs ; and 


ſhe, in Return, makes him the Object of her Ri- | 
dicule. In ſhort, he is a moſt accompliſhed Cull; 


and ſhe, what includes every Thing that is vicious 
and inſincere, a downright Whore. And what 
aggravates all thit— 

| CLassIiCk. 


What can aggravate it ? 


— 


SPRIGHTLY. 

The old Varlet has Children. 

ritten. 

Children! | 
5 SPRIGHTLY. 

Born, poor Toads, under a Three-penny Pla- 

warn eo) Geb e Dt 


\CLassICK. 10 
Goatiſhneſs ; for you can never call it Luft: 
O thoſe Peſts of Society! O Plato, how I do 
honour thy Wiſdom ; and good downright Euri- 


Pides, how many a pretty Truth haſt thou urged = 


q * 4 8 * 
een 


 A*ZEQMEAETY --- 
againſt that pretty Sex! Hadſt thou lived in our 
Times, and in our Athens, I always'thought' the 
Ladies there would have quickened thy Pen: 
But hadſt thou reſided one Month in the Neigh- 
bourhood of Covent-Garden, what thou dit 
then have faid, none but thy own Genius can tell. 


SPRIGHTLY, 
Will you keep, Jack? . 
| | CLASSICK. ? 


Believe me, I will for the future keep * 
elear from the Sw of a Whore's Tail, and the 
faſhionable Order of Cullies. 


Enter Al xv. 


AIR. 
Genilemen, well met. 


SPRIGHTLY, 


: So ſay I; for Jack is philoſophiſing here — 
ollies and Faſhions, and ridiculing every T 
that is taſteful and polite. | 


Az. a 


He is a queer Dog : But one more fine Gurl 
to Night will drive all his Philoſophy out of his 
_ and make a ſociable Animal of him. 


CLASSICK. 


So may it, if I try l- But, my good Friend, 
what Succeſs in your Embaſly ? 


AIR. 


On, equal to your Wiſhes ; The Buſnef is 
done. 
2 RESIN CLASSICK, 
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CLASSICK. 


How! done! finiſhed! 


AIR. 


Juſt the ſame; for Kitty is gone with the Deed 
to Lord Doodle, and ſays he ſhall ſign it. 


CLASSICK. 

Yet——_ 

A1RY. 

Come, come, Jack, do not croak ; take my 
Word all will be well. What Kitty ſays ſhall 
be, as far as Lord Doodle is able to perform it, is 
Fate with him.—— Who knows when Dinner 
will be ready? 

CLASSICK. 

O* my Conſcience, that's no bad Motion : For 
amidſt the Perplexity of Care, and Hurry of 
Buſineſs and Diverſion, I have loſt my Breakfaſt 
this Morning; but a Pair that we found here fup- 
plied us ſo well with Matter of Converſation, that 
indeed we never thought about Dinner. 

P [SPR. rings the Bull. 


AIR. 


What entertaining Pair might that be? ¶ Enter 
MWaiter] Waiter, how long will it be to Dinner ? 


Mailer. | 
Half an Hour, your Honour. [Exit Waiter. 


SPRIGHTLY. | 


No other than Miſs Lucy and her amorous Tur- 

tle Sir Nicholas. | | 
| 1 

Are they in the Houſe now ? 

5 SPRIGHTLY* 


1. 
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| SPRIGHTLY. RE 
I believe ſo: And as I know it to be a favourite 
Place of the Lady's, I have a Notion they will 


dine here. 
A1RY. 


Can we entertain ourſelves till Dinner better 
than at the Expence of that incomparable Limber- 


ham, and the moſt frontleſs, lewdefſt Whore that 


this Town affords. [Rings the Bill. 


. 


SPRIGHTLY. 


Impoſſible, could we accompliſh an Interview; 
but the Knight, juſt before you came, left us in 
high Dudgeon. | N 


Enter BET WESTBURY, 


: # } 
_ 


BE r. 
Your Servant, my good Maſters, 


AIR. 
Honeſt Bet, how are you? 


BE x. 


I thank you Captain, een ſo fo ſometimes etime: 
very merry, but never fad : For ry Gil rds 


good Madeira, and *tis a dull Soul 
Mirth and has that. 
AIR TJ. e 


Right, my Heart; yet we do not intend to 
take your Word for the Goodneſs of it. But, 
Bet, does any one dine here beſides ourſelves ?, 


Ber. 


I believe Sir Nicholas and Miſs Lucy. 


4 4: "fþ 


AIRY, 
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Et Alx. 


Tip her the Wink, dear Bet, ana give her to 
underſtand who are here, and that we ſhould be 
glad to laugh an Hour with her till Dinner. 


| BE x. 
1 will. | | —_ BzT. 
SPRIGHTLY, 
You do not think the old Fool will rruſt him- 
ſelf here ? 
AIR. 


T think, that wherever ſne knows there is a 
Knot of young Fellows, there her inſuperable 
Lewdneſs will bring her, and of Courſe ſhe him, 
But hiſt! here they come. 


Enter Sir Nichol As and Lucy at a Diſtance. 


Sir 1 — 


Well, well, as you will: You know, you lle 
Jade you, chat 1 am always _ to do every 
Thing to oblige you. 


Lucy. 
Ao, Thing, good Feeble, that is in your 


29 


Sir N I CH OL A 5. 
Lucy. * 

I ſay, That I have always experienced, and * 
ledge ſhall always have Gratitude ugh to e 


c Sir NI1cHOLAS. 
Good, 84 | 
3 


Sir Nicholas, your humble Servant. ; 
ir 


j * 


Wor 
7 
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Sir NiCHOLAS. 


Captain Airy, I am yours. {Obſerving Ser. ſa- 
lute Lucy.) So, fo. [Seeing CLass. do rhe ſame.] 
Hold, hold, Sir. | 


Ain 


Oh, Sir Nicholas, tis a Gat intended 
you. [Airy ſalutes ber. 


Sir EI co 


Curſe on your Compliments, I could have ex- 
cuſed you them. Now Lukzf, taſte the Difference 
between the Kiſs of a Man and a beardleſs Boy, 


a ye ber. | 
7 AF Io Lo C v. | 
on my — Deary, Deary! 
Sir NiCHOLAS, 
There's for you, Captain, 
* Lucy. 
Poiſon o your Kiſſes ! Pho! Will no Body af- 


ford me an Antidote? + {Cxass. kifesber. 


Sir * TEE EY 


There's Spirit and Vigour for you at HF 
May; hold me there, I am but Tre. 


AIR v. 


Only Threeſcore, Sir Nicholas ! Why 12 * 
very Age of Izuſlyhood, the Prime of Life. 


in vl gu NpentbLagl 123 * 


NIV Feet, my Feet fail me a little: All Things 

elſe I can do as well as ever I could in my Life ; 

and, Faith and Troth, n Things beiter: 
Ha ha! ha! 


— ra 


- +: * — 
C 
„ - 
2 S 1 
p * * 
: , #64 : 
G Y 
* 
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 Lvey. 
I viſh I knew what Things they were. 
| | Sir Nicol As. 
Ha l—— 
1 Lucy. 
Ay, that s'ou can, as I am a Nn wh. 


CLASSICK. 


This is Keeping! This is Taſte! That is one 
of your faſhionable Men ! 


Sir NICHOLAS. 


Come, Gentlemen, why may we not fit down ? 
Let us ſeat ourſelves. 


AR v. 

For my own Part, Sir Nicholas, I had rather be 
_ my Legs. 

SprRIGHTLY. 


And I. But pray, Sir Nicholas, uſe no Cere- 
mony. [. Nich. ſeats himſelf. 


A1RY. 


2 : | 
5. cannot you get rid of this dangling 
60 . us your Company this Evening, 
and be jolly. „ 


Lucy. 

This Evening : I cannot, believe me. No 
Snail ſticks cloſer to a Peach than he will to me all 
this Day. 
| A IRT. 


And no Snail ever leſs deſerved ſo delicious 
ir. | 


Luer. 
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L v cy. 

Oh, for Flattery, you Gentlemen are never at 
a Loſs : but you, Captain, ſhould ſave your fine 
Speeches for wy Lady Mit; he! he! he! 

AIR V. be 


I dare ſay, my Dear, they are not loſt upon you: 
I dare ſay you will— 1 


Es Luer. | | 

12 Wiles £270 ECD IE es 1 2 
 A1TRY. 

Will make us happy To-night df, blow 1 

Lucy. op tA, 


But Sir Nicholas ; 1 am fixed there. 


SPRIGHTLY._ 
Zig ſo brig a Jewel ſhould be ſo roughly ſet. 


Sir NicnuoLas. 


I do not much like the F amiliarities of date 
Eunuen-tyced Coxcombs.  _ 


ieee et 
Hang the Fool ; give him a little Londen 
his ſmall en and lend him to Sleep. 4% 


" i a6 


Lu cv. 
_ Hold, hold, flow and ſure: that might Lil him, 


- 


 CLass1CK, 


Wich, as far 8 L can find, would be b Ded 
{a paſſing good, as miight make the yery beſt Ac- 
gon in her Life. n 


N 
82 TIT * 


— 


1 


. 


7a, "We E "aj Legs 


* 


* 
we 


77 1 


- N E 4 
1 
4 


; 


/ 
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Lev. | 
And then my Chariot rolls no more : inſtead of 
an elegant Houſe, and a Train of Servants, muſt 
I be pent up in a ſcurvy Pair of Rooms with one 
ill-favoured Abigail; inſtead of rich Brocades, 
Monmouth-ſtreet Ware; and inſtead of Jewels, pal- 
try French Paſte, Oh what a F alling-off would 
there be! 


Sir NICHOLAS. 
Lucy, Child, let me ſpeak to you; come hither, 


gibbet. 


I could have mentioned to her "PR other Spe- 


cies of Frenchification, that might very poſſibl 
have fallen to her. Share. 2 : 


AlIRv. 


Excellent C reature ! obſerve her: there Lan- 
guiſhing, there's Weeping, there's Blandiſhments 


and enveigling.for.you. See what an Adept ſhe is, 
how glibly ſhe runs through her . 1. 


Cr A8 ten.. 


Was ever an old Fool ſo Whore- beridden as that 
| is E:. | 

| Sai. TH. 
| Yes, five hundred in this very 7 Town. 


'Lver. 


lakes: my Noth, I did but S a few 
Words with them Boys, in order the more highly 
to enjoy the Agreeableneſs of your Converſation : 


Juſt as I would drink a Gef Port, « to en 
higher Reliſh to the Burgundy. 117 Kas, 


Sir NicuoLat 


T. 


at 
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Sir Nienol As. 


Well, well, buſs then and go; go, go, there's 
a Dove; we will both go. ¶ Exit Lucy and Sir Ni- 
cholas following her.] Good Creature | Bur it is dan- 


gerous toying with theſe ſmock-faced Puppies: 


innocent Creature ! Oh what a happy Man am I, | 

to be poſſeſſed of ſuch an ineſtimable Treaſure. 
Atſry. 

Hold, hold, Sir Nicholas, a Word with you. 


Sir NicyoLas. 


ö Another Time, another Time, good Captain. 


A1 R Ya + 
My Buſineſs is urgent, good Knight, and re- 
quires Diſpatch. 
Sir NICHOLAS, 


No matter; I cannot ſtay now. 
| Airy. © 
Bur, 1 955 Soul, you den lay d bod on 
him) 


Sir NICHOLAS. 


Where am I got to? Would you rob me? 
Would you rifle me ? | £ 
| AIR x. 


No Words: but fit down, or— 9 Hand on 
his Sword) 


Sir NICHOLAS. 
What! you would not draw upon an old Man 


| AI RFV. 
An old Nan a Man in tlie very Prime of 11 


that can do all Things as well a ever ha colt uh 
E 2 | „ 


ſome 1 better. 
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Sir N1cHOLAS. 
'Sir, I have a Son ſhall anſwer this Indignity. ö ö 
| * $3160 1 


AIR. 31 
You have ſo, and that is the very Point we are 
to talk upon. Ex. Sprightly and SON 


4 


Sir Nie n OLA . 
Here, Sparks, Sparks ; wo are ey, 80. 


ing? 
1 3 \ 


Only to hold a little gentle Dalliance with your 
Turtle in the mean Time. 
Sir Nrcnotas. -# 


And do not you want to hold a little Dal-, 
lance with her too; ha, Captain? 


 A1RY. 
All in good Time, Sir; fit down. 


Sir. Nicolas: | f 


Ah poor, poor Lucy! Now would I cry out. 9 
Help; but that I am afraid this Gunpowder Fellow 
ſhould do me a Miſchief before em can be _ 


AIRY. 


Now will I ſhew thee ſuch : an ugly Picture, as, 
if thou haſt any Senſibility, ſhall make thee tremble. 


Sir Nie not A 


That he may do, and look leſs fierce and bloody 
minded: I wiſh I was away. | 


i 


Kir. fn nfl? 


Obſerve me: an old wrinkled Carl, Aich a few! | 
'rotten Stumps of Teeth, that ſerve but with a moſt! 
unſa- 
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unſavoury Rankneſs to ſcent his Breath, his Blood 
chilled with old Age, enfeebled and re 
How do you like the Piece, Sir! N 


Sir Nicnor 4s. 
1 muſt be moving. 


AIR. 


By no Means, Sir. Is not this a moſt bibi 
Obie. an Object fit to raiſe the Love, and ſatisfy 
the Deſires. of a fine blooming Wench; much 
more or a luſcious, young, ſalacious Whore Pl 


* i x ＋ 


— 


Sir N1cuoLas. | 
Ian ſtay no longer, 


Alx. r 


x 5 — you muſt Who would not ngk to ſee 
this Carl, his Paſſions dead, dead beyond the Power 
of Cantharides to revive them, fawning upon his 
little fawning Whore: aping and affecting Vices 
in the Winter of old Age, which he ought to 


bluſh at in the Heyday of his Blood and invigo. 


rating Spring of Youth i ? Ruining his Fortunes, 
ſtarving his Family, and purchaſing Ridicule to 
bimielk at the Price of a few * * 
What think you, Sir? 17 


Sir N1icnoLas. 


4 I think; Sir, that I have Hy elſewhere, and 
muſt be gone. I; 
Airy. | 9 


Your moſt material Buſineſs, believe rack Sir 
Nicholas, is here; if you are wiſe enough. to con- 
ſider Things in a proper Light: in the Name ot 
Politeneſs, Sir, if it be for the Credit of your Fa- 


woe: ? "4 Ys thus to be in Faſhion, and ſhew Taſte ; let 


. 3. ; your 1 
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your Son keep : and thus will you eſcape Ridicule, 
and he have the Satisfaction of ruining himſelf, 
To be ſerious, Sir Nicholas; you have a Son, and 
in him I have a Friend. 


Sir NICHOLAS. 


Have you ſo? Then faith and troth I am glad of 
it; for my Son's Friend is mine; and therefore by 
-all the Powers of Friendſhip. I conjure thee, good 
Captain, to let me go. | 


AIR. 


Firſt, good old Sir Nicholas, J conjure you by 
ur Son's Happineſs and your own Reputation, 
y the Eaſe of your Body and the Peace of your 
Mind, and by your Safety too (Iaying his Hand on 
bis Sword) for I know not to what Extremities the 
Power of Friendſhip may drive me, no longer 
ſtarve your Children, in order to triek out in Dia- 
monds and Brocades your lewd young Whore. Be 
aſhamed to ſquander away an Inheritance that 
ſhould be their's, to enable her to gratify every 
outrageous Luſt in the moſt unlimitted Manner. 
An ſhort, Sir, make your Son a proper Set- 
tlement. 
Sir NicfoLas, | 


Peremptory enough. A Settlement, Sir ! C8 


| AIRY, 

A Settlement, Sir, or I will poſt you eve 
public Wall ; Sir Nicholas Felles Pace . a Par 
of Goat's Shoulders, ſhall adorn every Print-ſhop 
in Town : it ſhali ornament Taverns, Whore's 
| Lodgings, and Barber's Shops: beſides that, I 
woill dangle after Lucy, I will toy with her, I will 

= ly with her: my Friends ſhall do the fame ; and 


when 


i 


* 
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when both myſelf and Friends are cloyed, I'll take 
Care that my Footman ſhall do the Offices 


Sir NicuoLas. 


You have Reaſon, you have Reaſon ; I TY 
prevailed with, I comply. | 


Airy, 


Come then, Sir, a Soldier's Oath: ſwear it up- 
on this Sword (draws) ſay after me. I do * 
and ſwear. | 

Sir Nichor As. 


Ido promiſe and ſwear, 
Alx v. 
1. bat 7 will ſetiſe upon my Son George, 
Sir NicuoLas 
That I will ſettle upon my Son George, 
. | AIR. 2 
Daring my Life and bis, 
Sir NicaoLas 
Bre 
| | Arzy, | 
"Fits your Gini, e Pounds," 
Sir NICHOLAS, 


Eight Hundred Pounds: O Lud! O Lud! | 
Eight Hundred Pounds with good NY | 
would keep Lucy for half the Year, a 


Any. 
Corte, Sir, do you boggle ? - * 4% 
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2 ; Sir N1cunoLas. 


Who V Sir? 
Ai i 
Procked then, if you pleaſe ;/ tbe my Sum. 7 
Eight Hundred Pounds. 


Sir NI. e RO LASV. 
Toy 2 At Sum of Eight Hunared Pound, - 2 


* 


8 Av. 
As a Seal and Signal whereof 1 kifs this Sword, 


Sir N1cnoLas +. 1 
< a Seal and Signal whereof _ 1 kiſs ebis Sword, 


© Airy. 


Now, Sir Nicholas, you and I are Friends. I 
know you to be too much the Gentleman to ſuffer 
your Engagements to remain long unperformed. 
As to myſelf I was actuated in what I have done 

merely by Friendſhip ; therefore for the Plainneſs 
| T uſed, and the Liberty I have taken with you, 
F riendſhip muſt be my Excuſe. For the reſt, Sir, 
my Honour is concerned, I will not be triſled 7 
You have ſeen ſomething of my Humour: a 
Sword in a Soldier's Hand is not to be played up- 
on. My Buſineſs with you, which I have, long 
ſought an Opportunity of tranſacting, is now fi- 
niſhed I hope to your Satisfaction, as I am ſure it 
is to your Reputation: therefore, Sir Nicholas, I 
would detain you no longer than is agreeable, 
But remember your Engagement, Or 


Sir NICHOLAS. 
Your Servant, Sir, anne en n 
AIR v. 


Vir, moſt heariily, your S. 
Sir 


A "CO MEDIT Ul: 
Sir NI e oA. 


„e 


1 N 


How ridiculous and contemptible. i 13. he, who 
has outlived his Appetite for Vice, but not his _ 
4 ; who fins intentionally, contentedly drudges 

on amidſt the Thorns and Briars of Vice, but can- 
not taſte the Sweets 55 one Ingle Flower,” pt 


. 


ie " 19 £4 


" Enter Sent cry and ce, 


33 


#1 


5 1 2 


11 SprrcnTLyY.. 0 OF. 1£ 


* / * 


How Hans Deuce fn. you epternained 3 youre 
all this Time; what have you done to old Feeble? 
he knits his Bend looks. glum, and not even his 
N on dear Turtle can bill. a Word out of him. 


Aar. 5 


4 operates, does it? Why 1 have 8 
vouring at a more than Herculean Labour: I have 
been ſtriving to perſuade a Fellow. that has out- 
lived his Paſſions, is old and i impotent, * he has 
no Occaſion for a Girl. 


> 41 


- CLass1 172 Pi: 4 


One. might imagine you could find no o great Dit: 
ficulty an Ae 1 a, nt 


* 
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80 it ſhould. _ yer when, you are; a lttle 
more acquainted” with the World you will Hock 
that for one who keeps a Girl out of meer. Appe 
tite, nineteen keep for other Reaſons. LIM as 2 
Cloak for their Impotence, others to be even with 
their Wives, others again becauſe it is the aſhion, 
and others becauſe che Devil will have it ſo, 
| 'SPRIGHTLY. 


4 
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5 THE COURTEZANS, 
_ SPRIGHTLY and CLassick. 
Ha ! ha! ha! 
Enter Waiter with a Letter. 


. 11ER. 
A Letter for Capt. Airy. 
Airy opens it and reads.) 


Dear Arzy, 

I herewith ſend you incloſed the Paper you 
committed to my Care, ſigned by Lord Doodle; 
and do moſt heartily give you Joy of your Friend's 
« Happineſs. I know it is ſincere Joy to you; 
sand to contribute to that in every Thing that 
< lies in my ſlender Power, will ever be the great- 
* eſt Pleaſure to, my deareſt Airy, 


_« Your's ever, moſt affectionately, 
5: 


OF CLASSICK. 
Then, thanks to my kind Stars, and your Friend- 
ſhip ! all is well. You have retrieved my Blun- 
ders, and ſaved our Friend: how can I, or how 
ſhall Worthy ſufficiently thank you? 


AIR. 


No more of that, dear Jack. If you know me, 

ou muſt know that the Satisfaction of ſerving a 
E riend is, to a Mind like mine, more than a ſuffi- 
cient Reward. We will ſtep in to Dinner, and 
then if you be not otherwiſe engaged, go and con- 
_—_ Werthy, on the happy Turn of his At- 


SPRIGHTLY. 


No Engagement ſo agreeable as that. 
r CLAss Ick. 


A COMEDY. "= 
CLASSICK, 


He is in a moſt rueful Situation, and the 
ſooner he is delivered from, his Diſquietude the 
better. And now, my Friends, let me acknow- 
ledge how much I am indebted to you for the ſo 
uſeful Knowledge of the Follies and Vices of this 
Age and Place, that by your kind Aſſiſtance I 
have in this ſhort Time acquired. And whatever 
may prove the Conſequences of this Excurſion, 
ſince my Friend's Affairs are ſafe, I ſhall not think 
the Experience 1 have gained too dearly pur- 
r 

So feelingly have talk'd the ga un 
So ſweetly Ovid and Tibullus — eget 
Of yielding Girls; that rais'd on Fancy's Wing, 

I thought a charming Whore, a charming Thing. 
But now I've dipt in every motley Scene 

Of taſteful Vice; how very vain have ſeen 

The Pleaſures, the gay, giddy World purſue 
And have, thank Heav'n, the Senſe to hate them 


tO. | 
What though for this the ſplendid Chariot rolls, 
And that, unequal Fate, the Strand patroles : 
Inall Things elſe than Fortune, Form, and Name, 
Whores of all Ranks are Whores, and juſt the ſame. 
On Principle betraying, as betrayed; | 
That Man, by Nature, was their Cully made,” 
Their gen'ral Motto is; to uſe him thus, their 

Trade. | 
Quit then, Gallants, the vague Embrace, and prove 
The unadultrate Joys of virtuous Love. | 
Survey that Circle of the fair and chaſte, 
Deſpiſe the World, and ſhew a manly Taſte ; 
Virtue is always fair; but Virtue dreſt  _ 
In Beauty thus commands each feeling Breaſt, 
Sin poiſons not the mutual nuptial Joy, 


But Pleafure, golden Pleaſure, reigns without Alloy, | 


SHEET 


